
wlft unerring prscJsfoa right upoft tt"THE DUCHESS."The Daylight Waneth.
Ttiedsyllght wnncth and the n'ght l rear.

The ruet ls f tiangs restless on iho tree.
The Untitled fields are brown, tlio meadows

serw,
AtA bnwvMnr llene rests on bill and lea

A listening-sllenc- u that arnuselh fear.
The winter and tho night U near.

The morn with all In glry In passed away:
The lloMrrn aro tleud uud kcciitlo on the

wohi;
The bIHa aro gone, that cheered the fuilIng

lay;
The eiicep aro LuuMled la the shtlteilnii

. fo'- d-
They Joy not In the a'ant November ray.
The picsisuies of worn uru passed away.

A ntpplnsr frost nits In tho v Icelege breeze:
The irrievlnir skle ur" clothed in ashy pvajiTi e siren tu flows under tlie autumns! tree
And sadly Muihd the nor row of their decay.There la no pound to soothe, no sltrht to pleitsc.

The nlK'Iit Is near and frost Is lu tho breeze.

Iy fiidoth f.ist and c'oiid are In tho skyjStranvt shadows till liko it hosts u c ross the
wold:

XV 1th moistened locks tho white moon rides
nn h!h.

Scattering hor thin ruj on the hreezes told.
T Mend ami I t' e borrow and sIkIi
My life It chill ai.d clonus arc In the sky.

1. J. Donahue.

seen in Irregular patches throuf h the arch-
ing branches over her head. Slowly,
steadily ris s tho storm; already the wind
begins to rush pant her with a fhrcne3
that makes her limbi tremble. Standing ttill,
with her arm round a sapling oak for sup- -

ort and feeling u natural thrill cf terroi
as sho acknowledge to herself that khe
sea reel j knows where to turn, sho happem
to lift her head, and thero cn tho right she
sees an old broken-dow- n cottage, or hut
rather, cIomj to a tall lir troo that apieari
to bend over it as o'Tering If protection.

It will give shelter at least. Running
towards it sho steps quickly, thankfully,
into tho miserable ono bare room of which
It can boa.-t- . Dead leaves blown in by
many winds, strew tho earthen floor. A
w ide ojmiu chimney holds on its hearth tho
gray ashos cf dead fires old and gone.

The Ducheu, with a onso of rathor un-

canny loneliness, looks with ungrateful
backward giant es ut this spot that alone
has held out to her tho arms of pity. How
Ion? has it stood hero a prey t ghosts?

ot so long, apparently. In one conr.T
stands 11 ih of rotten lire logs, and near
it a lundlo of twigs, or "kippens," as the

easant.4 call th m, that suggest a dosiro on
tho part of tho late tenants to light ono
more llro before they should leave this
dilapidate 1 homo forever.

Thrcus;h two largo holes in the thatchod
roof tho rain is falling with a quick, steady
drip, un 1 Noruh, avoiding it as host stvi

may, loans discons ilately against tho open
doorway and gar s with many misgivings
on tho dismal scene without. It must be
now abiut o o'clock, recording to her cal-
culation in reality it is considerably later

and th y will all lo now in tho library,
seme gathered round tho welcome tea
party, others lounging in pretty teagowns
in tho softest chairs to l o found.

Doni, too, will havo romo in long ago
from his shooting, and perhaps perhaps
will now le thinking of her and wondering
where sho is. A littlo uneasy, too, it may
bo. Sho can almost seo his handsome,
rathor melancholy faco of lato, with tho
eyes turning so constantly to tho door.

Weil, well; why think of itf Ho may
wonder anil watch, and long for her com-
ing: but of what avail will it all be There

wJTW her request, we took nu extended
trip through the great cities of both
continents. Fiually, tired out with
sight-seein- g, she expressed a desire to
return to America, and wo came. At
her desire I purchased a princely homo
in New York City and wu settled down,
us I secretly hoped, to a quiet do-

mestic life. '
As my love was infinite, my con-

fidence was unbounded. How I de-

spised thoso jealous husband who
to act us dragons to their beau-

tiful, gay youug wives. Hence, when
innumerable invitations poured in uj-o- u

us. I willing accompanied her to
each iray scene, happy in seeinir her
enjoyment. But I &66u wearied of so
much social duty and, w hen, one day,
sho sweetly begged me to stay at home
with my books as she knew I wished
to do, I consented.

What was intended for a single oe-cas-iou

soon became a settled arrange-
ment. 'Dear Paul' remained at home
In his library w ith his dogs and pipe,
gladly welcoming the sweet, sunny
face when it beamed upon him from
lace or fur after an evening's enjoy-
ment with strangers.

"Intinite love, such as mine was. can
have no doubts. Daily the assured me
of her boundless allection and how
proud I was to bo her husband!

"Hut in a moment, in the twinkling
of an eye, from tho happiest of beings
I was plunged into the deepest hell of
misery, rage and despair.

"I was called to Boston to look after
Fome investment I had made there a
few years before, ami left on Monday
evening, not thinking it possible I

could return before the following Fri-

day.
"Ity a fortunate combination of cir-

cumstances I was able to finish my
business in a short lime and immediate-
ly started for home.

Twenty-fou- r hours earlier than she
expected me, I gaily tripped up the mar-
ble steps of my home, thinking of her
joy us 1 should suddenly appear un-

expectedly before her. Almost stealth-
ily' I inserted the night-ke- y and turned
the latch and on tiptoe hastened along
tho carpeted stairway. The servants
were not yet stirring. Oh how sweet
to be at home!

The sound of a light laugh fell on
my astonished ear. I paused before
the curtained doorway of my wife's
boudoir. Lightly lifting a corner of
the soft, silken drapery I saw my
wife with a mau I knew well by sijrht.
So much of a roue, crumbier and

tour,' and stio directed aaze of piteous
entreaty at me.

"I returned the look with one of de-

termined, pitiless resolution, toying
with tho deadly weapon. Only
separated by a few feet, we gazed, but
neither spoke.

One, two. three, four minutes
passed. Only sixty seconds remained.
Seizing the pistol firmly I began slow-l- y

to bring it into position, when, with
n quick seizure of tho little box, she
rapidly brought the poison to her lips,
now white with horror. One swift
movement of her wrist, ono ucrvous
contraction of her white throat, uud
my revenge was complete.

Calmly without one shadow of re-

morse, I gazed at her lifeless form. I
began to deliberate as to tho disposition
of the body. My Hat was on Indiana
street; the river was but two or three
blocks away. I removed everything
from the dead woman's person which
could possibly betray her identity,
wrapped a dark shawl about the slight
figure that had now becomo so loath-
some to me, and waited until near mid-

night before setting out upou my
perilous trip.

"Knough. I was successful. The
dark, swollen water near the Hush
street bridge covered my burden.

"Where I went that liight afterward
I do not know. Tho pale, grev morn-

ing found me many "miles"" from the
ppot, exhausted from want of sleep.

'A terrible fascination drew me to
tho morgue, and there, one day, I
found what I was searching for. I
also found a young physician (your-
self) who seemed strangely curious.
Suspecting every one I followed him to
his otlice, and then returned to my
apartment, resolved to change my
home. Accidentally I met Mr. Som-mer- s.

He took pity upon me as he
saw my feeble, nervous condition, and
constituted himself my guardian. By
this lime the poison iiad made such ds

upou my constitution that my
power of resisting was gone.

"You know the rest. The fatal dis-

ease balllcd every effort. How crude
the wisdom of men. How many of
the floating bodies found in river or
lake and thought to be suicides have
back of them great tragedies like
mine.

"I would not live if I could. The
memory of that woman's treachery
would blacken every hour with evil
thoughts, aud I pass into annihilation
gladly."

There is nothing more to be said. I,
Jared Ktolmus, physician, make these
details public to show to the world
how closely we live sido by side with
tragedies, caused by evil doing, result-
ing iu the most fearful insanity.

My note-boo- k contains many life
stories, but few have interested me
more than the Mystery of tho Morgue.

Chicago Journal.

Bacteria Everywhere.
The greater majority of these micro-

scopic plants are what the botanists
call "bacteria," the smallest form of
vegetable life. So small are they that
it would take, in some cases, as many
as lo.OOO of them arranged in a row to
extend one inch. They have different
forms, some being round, some oval,
some rod-shape- while others aro
much the shape of a corkscrew. In
all cases they "are so small that one
needs a powerful microscope to exam-
ine them, and in no caso can we per-
ceive them singly with the naked eye.

When countless millions of them are
grouped together iu a mass or colony
we can see them about as wo are ablu-t-

see an approaching army of which
we are totally unable to distinguish a
siuglo soldier. I have said that these
bacteria move about; and this is trim
of most of them, although there aro
some which do not appear to move at
all, but remain lixed wherever they
find a good feeding place. Those that
have motion behave in a very peculiar
manner; some wobble about in one
place without moving forward In tho
least; others dart hither and thither,
back anil forth, at an apparently furi-
ous rate, rocking ami twirling about,
and turning a hundred somersaults as
they move along. Bacteria multiply
very rapidly, anil they do this iu "a

very curious way.
A single one breaks itself in two;

then each half grows very rapidly un-
til it becomes as largo as the original.
Tneti theso in turn divide up again,
ami so on, until from a single one we
have many thousand in a very short
time. To ejve you the figures, "such as
they are, a single one can multiply at
so enormous a rate that in forty-eig-

hours it cm produce something like
SMMHJO.OOO.lXX) of its specie. Great
consequences follow this enormous in-

crease of bacteria, for while one, so
small of itself, can do but little harm,
the army resulting from Mich rapid
multiplication makes it possible for
them to accomplish a vast amount of
damage. tit. Luui. fa public.

The Youngest Patentee.
V. W. Hosenfeld. who gained fame

through being the youngest person to
whom a patent has been imd iu this
country, has recently perfected some
inventions of so novel a nature as to
again attract g uer-;- . attention. His
first invention, patented when he was
15 years of age, was the lever used to
simultaneously close and lock the
gates on elevated trains, which is now
in nse in this and other cities. Now,
at Hie age of 1M. he has perfected prob-
ably the most ellicient and comprehen-
sive railway-sign- al system known. By
this system an alarm w ill be satinded
in the cab of a locomotive when it gets
ou the same block with another train,
when it aiquoaches a misplaced sw itch,
an open draw bridge, a broken rail or
a rail lying across tho tracks. Not
only will the alarm bo sounded, but if

scoundrel's pate.
Like a stots he drops, half draggin

Denis with him. but tho girl, jumping int
the road, catches him as ha falls, anl hcl
L. I .....Ul . .Ml v.. 1 1. TAwfn r .rrna Vtro

UJU IUII CUU mill l"U) A. in, - -

now, as at last insensibility overpower!
him, as deadly stupor benumbs his evorl

ivnse, ho knows her.
Mv beloved! Mv own littlo irlrl!" h

breathes faint'y, with lut a poor attemr.
Indeed at the old fon 1 smile, yet with lov
unsMeakablo in his fast (losing eyes. Iu
makes a vain effort to hold o it bis ham
to her, and then falls inertly against tn
bonk.

And now it comes to Norah to do whi
him never aftorward can remember doing
or understand how sho had the power
accompbsh it. Hut

Tho (!M of love, ah! bcne licte.
How inltfhty and how great a Lord Is Hel

Surely ho helps her now. Looking at h'
lying thero in that awful swoon, it seems t
her that sho daro not leave him alone witf

tho murd rer tesido hlrn whilst sh) ru
for help. What if tho man warn to rccov

BIIE BRJ.N ir DOWN UIOV THE SCOU

nr.KL's PATE.

whilst sho was away What if ho bo n
dead? Poor, little, t nder-hoarte- d Duehe
Let her not bo thought unwomanly if
this supremo moment sho hopes passional
that she has kiilod thnmanwlu would ha
lain her lover, and c n!y foar3 that sho 1

not dono so.

What if ho should riso and flnLJi
ghastly work whilst sho ran blindly aloi
an unknown road to gain that aLstan
she might never meet. Moisture rises
her brow as sho thinks it all out, and th
all at onco sho abandons that idea of gai
ing help and with ono quick indra
breath steadies herself for tho work 6ho
determined to do this night or dio in thod
tempt.

Stooping, she encircles Denis with 1

arms, and presently has drawn him, fi

toward tho broken gateway, then throu
it; through the blesM-- o oning tluit porm
her to drag him out of view of that crJ
flguro on tho ground into the safer shell
of tho woods beyond.

Yard by yard sobbing, panting, w
her fear and her fatiguo pressing sorely
her, yet never discouraged she slowly w
ever moro slowly, as tho willing arms gri
63 deadly weary, drags him to tho pi
lection of that lonely hut closo to tho
treo.

Even when sho has got him in and 1.

him softly downwards, with tho poor brol
arm as comfortably settled as she can man.
it, h?r zeal for his welfare does not reh
Off her own tender b;dy sho strips her tc
skin coat, a j roi-en-t lrom her auntie,
make a piilow for hLs heal, and then,
thinking it high enough careless of cc
of discomfort, nay dead to them sho si
off her flannel petticoat and adds that
tho coat.

Not until she has dono all this does
permit herself to kneel beside him and 1

into his face I

Is it his face, that calm, still motion'
mask, all streaked and dyed with bio
blood still flowing? Sho has been so
grossed hitherto with her terrible task
bringing him here t..at tho idea that
labor might bo in vain that death mi
alieadv havo robled her of what aha m
values upon earth has not suggested it-- l

but now it comes, and a very agony I

desf air takes possession of her. Nta I

slid leans over him, still nearer, her niisA
bio eyes clinging to his deathlike fa I
What a horrible pallor is that upon J
cheek! how sunken aro the eycswitiiin tlA
sockets, how cruelly calm the mouth! I
is he dead?

Oh! no, no, no, no I Net dead! IIl
nigh unto death, if it must le, but oh.
dead, indeed! Her very soul uplifts it
in supplication. Maimed, suffering, bro'
let him bo but grant that lifo still ling
within his bj uisid body.

"Oh! Thou living lxrdl by whom
prayers are heard."

Softly, tremulously, sho entreats; '1

with nervous fingers bin iDosens his c
tn 1 feels for tho heart that should beat
no ith. And after a minute (who shall
what ages lio in it?) a faint pulsation
wards her. He lives! As yet, j;t lei
thj Vital spark is in him.

Put hw to keep it there Deftly
tears first her own handkerchief and t!
his into strips and b.n ls t.:em round a
brow. The search for his handkerchief
brought to light a small flask which, to
joy, contains brandy; but though sho trW
even with her tlncers. to iret soma b3tw 1

his lips, she fails to mako him swallow iPl
And now again terror drives lier alnrd

wild. Can sho do nothing Will no t
ever come to her aid? She runs to 1

doorway with a vehement detorminatioil
ru-d- i through all tho blinding storn 1
search of help. But as sho crosses
threshold sho looks hack and, sowing I,
lying thero so quiet, to all
lifeless, her heart grows weak within fll
anl her courage fails. Alas! too, eveiL J
tha were to venture fnr-ft- i ilOKoi rvH
sho go Thj place is strange to her;
would not know which war to torn, sjv
sho were to wander top far in this gatlfl
ing uaritness ana iau 10 make her wV
back again, what might not happen to
before morn in her absence, alone, ui
tended, deserted? Oh, no, sho cannot lei J
him.

A vaguo hope that they would bo
cued later on by messengers from Vent
gives her some wavering comfort, but
truth her pie. ent fears are so many t
comiori in mo tuiure is quickly ousted.
U so cold, too no bitterly chilL 8ha 1 M

longingly at the dry sticks lyine on 1
hearth, but even though sho knows tha I

the aid of tho vestas sho has found In ', I

pocket when looking for tbo flask she n
nub 111 u iu mem, Hue BtirinKg irom aomg
a nervous horror lest tbo smoke shall
tray bis resting plica to tho enemy resti
ing her.

She takes ono of his hands in hers .

feels it is cold as Ico his very lips, as
jays nor lingers on mem, seem iro.en. y

draws o.T htr solo remaining petticoat i
wraps its around him, w ith despair
gathering at her heart Oh, to light t'
lire!

TO 11B CONTINUED, I

Charlevoix fishermen aro uniforrrly
entirely dlsatis9cd with last season's cat

Five tug will take lish in Lako Supo
next season iu tho vicinity of Ontona
and will make that p?rt their beadquarb
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"Why, none," says he, dejectedly.
"And yet,1' with sudden tire, "thoro havi
been moments for whi h I would barter al;
that I possess when '

"When you were vain enough to iaiagim
otherwise," interiupting him hurriedly and
with a painful Hush. Well you wen
wrong wrong."

Hbe is tellhig her lio with such a miser-
able passion that ho does not daro to dUbo-liev- e

her, but yet he knows. Thosa large,
sad, honest ejea caunot withholl tho truth,
whatever tho cruel lips may do.

Mill, I shall break with Kathcrlno."
cayg he, after a pause. Ho had rWn tc
his feet fccmo timo a-- o, and is stand' ai; o

her watching her gravely. "And
then, perhaps," very humbly, "ii time
you might let 1110 tell you all that i. In my
heart to night,"

"Sevtr, never. I shall net listen. IVhat!
do you think I have no pride? Do !. wact
another woman's lovor'1

"r-'- le it. I ihallrai 1 this faroo btwcen
Katherlne ond myse:f, neveitheles."," re-
plies he, steadfastly.

"That must bo as you will. Uood-nlght,- "

rays hho, holding out to him a 'im little
I'nnd that tteaibles. Her eyes urj down-
cast, but even as he looks at her two large
tears fall from ben nth hor Ills aad travel
slowly down her choeks. In a moment his
ara.s uie aro nd hor, l.o can leol tho quick
loati!i f her heart 011 h'.m; for a cruelly
(hurt time she lies iimi vu in his en brace,
as though thud and b uten, ar.d tiun she
rouses lnn-elf- , nml with hlonder pulm
pushes M:n from her, and without word or
glaive, leaves the room.

Hwifily she goes up stnirs and locka her-
self into her room. That one moment of
weakness of in!eidon has frightened
her. Sho had lain in his arms withoit pro-
test of any sort. Nay, more nho da:cs not
deny it to herself she had beon happ;? there.
Fhe had been glad to have them rou.jd her.
Kven now whua released from the ir.fluenee
of his presence, k!io knows that she fuel no
anger towards h.m. Anger: where Li thors
place for it in the warm, loving, miserable
heart that Is leat.'ng so w ildly in her breast!
But w hat Is to be tho end of it ull She
must go. She nmt leave him. Never,
never, can he bo anything to her Have worsu
than a stranger. Oh! that she could tear
him from her heart! lii:t it is too la to for
that. All her long miserrblo life ho must
lie there, cherished secretly, wout over iu
private, loved w.th a fervor, grown strong
from sad thoughts indulged when no one
can see her.

No, sho could not listen to that proposal
of h's to end his engagement with Kath-
arine. And yet had she done to would it
net have teeu for tho welfare of all, even
of Katherine; for w herein lies tho flood tc
Lo derived from n loveless union;' She
covers htr faee with h-- r hands aud walks
swiftly up and down tho silent chamker.

but no hope comes to her. Ills faro
rises before her. sad, reproachful, passionate,
entreating. He is hers, hers only, by all
love's laws, and yet she must thniit him
from her with ail her minht. Oh! how
miserably ill ho looked. Oh, Denis! Oh.
darling, darling! Oh, Denis!

She had thrown herself on hor knes be-

side tho K-- and buried her fact out of
sight.

CHAPTER XXIf.
In the morning that tiresome heat, icho if

wor.--o than ever. Norah manage;! to get
down to breakfast, but only to pier with
her toast and to refuse with a glance of d;s-ta-t- e

anything ottered her.
"How ill you look, darling, sayi

Kdam, somo hours later, meeting her in
one cf the ante rooms, equipped fol walk-

ing. "Like a little pretty ghost. I am
o distressed about it, and your fath- r com-

ing to morrow, too! It is dreid'ul; ha
nill ay I have not taken any care o' you."

"Who could havo taken more?" fcuys the
Duchess sweetiy, slipping an arm around
her neck. "You have mado n;o feel al-

ways that you love me. "
'Have I:" very pleased. "Thut Is as it

should I, then, and only the barest truth.
Kvtry mother should lo.e her ow i little
daughter." She smiles and kisses the g rl
with a linger. ng fon lnesg and 11 nooths
lack tho fcoit nulled locks from her hot
brow.

"You nro quito feverish, dnrlin. Po
you know I uin growing really uneasy
about y u "

It is this headache.1'
"Put what a pcrsbteiit one. .Will you

o Pr. Morgan?''
"No, no, indeed," laughing. "What

r.onscnse, auntie. I'll till y.u, though,
what I think of doing. Of go ng out and
s aying rut for quite ever so long. Make
an excuso for 1110 at luncheon, nu 1 don't
expect mo again until you see ir.e. I feel
as if a got.d do of tho strong will w,nd
outside is tho one thing that can blo v those
coIWhIb out of my bruin."

"'lben m by nil means, dearest. Try
your own n.edioino llrst, mine after vard,"
fcays madam. "Lut 1 efore you g --a bis-

cuit and a glass of Madeira. Come, now, I
insist, and tor reward I'll tell any pretty flb
you like about you at luncheon."

The dull end cheerless sun that all day
has leen making sj poor a pretenso at jol-
lity has at last sunk behind the hills.
Already daylight wanes, nn I tho heavy
gusts oi' wind that, rushing through tho fir
tops, stirred the wide air since early dawn,
have now gained In strength and rar sul-

lenly with a suMue I force that spo.ks of a
violent outl urst later on. One r two
teavy drop3 of rain fall with a qui k, soft
sound at Borah's feet.

They rouse her from the reverie i 1 which
ho has almost lost herself; rouse h r, too.

to a knowledge of tho fact that day is
nearly dead, and that tho air is full f signs
cf the coming ftorm.

So busy have been her thoughts In her
long swift ramble through tho wocds nni
over hills, and thence into unknowr woodi
again that to her it seems but a litt'e whi
since the walked from tho broad store stop
that lead to the entrance door at Castle
Ventry, and yet, in reality, how loi.g has it
been.

Sho pauses to look around hoi- - for th
first time how swiftly tho darkness is

to fall; to see, too, wiih vague
yet sharp touch of fear that t e viae
wherein she stands is strange, unki:wn tc
her. Whither have her restless fjet car-
ried her! All the landmarks by w hich she
had leen used to guldo hen If are now be-

hind her, lost to her unless sho can retrace
her steps to some spot familiar.

A huge black cloud hovers overhead and
is covering ail the heavens. A littlo fine,
white mist logins to fall, a shadowy sort of
shower, that presently declares itself more
openly and 1 ecomes an hoitcst downpour.
Larger and larger grow the drops, darker
and darker tho atmosphere, and now thai
flist mhdfconse of fear gathers in Icico and
becomes uncomfortably definite.

Turning, fcho logins to walk biskly la
the way she believe sho has coie, but
which In reality is only taking hor tho more
decidedly from Ventry. When Iho hai
walked in this direction for about twenty
minutes she pau'et ard looks around her,
only to find herseif hopelessly astray.

Blacker grows Um leaden skj a! ova. y

PAUL OLIVER'S WIFK.
I am a Chicago physician, not with-

out practice, hut still youni; onou:h to
feel that my ral work is in tho future.
2ot many 3 ears have passed since I re-

ceived my 'Sheepskin, " ami, as is
"well known, youth is a serious bar to
recognition of one in my profession.
My practice, consequently is li;;htt ami
but for a entail property which yields
me a very modest Income. I inijjht oft-

en have trouble in satisfactorily deal-- n

with my landlady and laundry-ma- n.

It was :t stormy nijrht in March and
I was seated in my otlice puzzling over
a curious case of blood-poisonin- g which
had fallen in my way, when a messen-

ger boy called me to my door and hand-
ed me the following note:

Come afcnncn to Monroe Ftreet. Bufferi-
ng- and need Immediate relief.

"I'AVl. OLIVEn."
I hesitated only long enough to get

together the necessary articles to take
where I did not know the nature of my
patient's ailment, and indue course of
time was deposited by the street-ca- r at
lnv destination.

I was ushered into a neatly fur-
nished room, briirhtly lighted. Upon
the bed lay a feeble-lookin- g man, who
lixed his shining black eyes upon my
face.

'Your are Dr. Ktolmus? Well, doe-to- r,

help me. 1 am dying, burning
can't you make me "sleep see my
nerves'quiveiiug look at the swollen.
veins.11 cried tho youug man. extend-
ing both hands weakly toward me.

Just so he has been for a week,'1
remarked tho young woman who had
remained in the room. "Hrother Har-

ry has been beseecning him the whole
time to have a doctor, but he never
gave up until and then ed

upon having you."
'I suppose, doctor, that you are won-

dering why my choice of physicians
fell upon you.'1 soon remarked Mr.
Oliver, suddenly Mashing his black
eyes upon me. "Well, wonder on; I
shall not enlighten you. Call it
chauce."

I was a little startled, because I was
just then puzzling over that very ques-
tion. Hut I quietly replied:

Yov are nervous and laboring un-

der excitement, my friend. I am sure
the potion you have taken will soon do
you irood."

"Nothing will do nic good. I am
past human help, though grateful for
even a doctor's sympathy. I know
that neither you nor the combined
medical talent of the city could euro
ine. 1 have no desire to live I would
not live if I could."

This was the beginning of my ae-q- ua

ntance with Paul Oliver. In time
he became interested in me, insisting
upon conversing upon various topics,
with all of which he displayed a fair
acquaintance. His nervousness in-

creased steadily, but, strange to say,
with it increased his patience.

Ho gradually grew worse, despite
mv unremitted care. I earnestly be-

sought hint to permit m to call in one
rr more eminent physicians for con-

sultation, but this he positively refused
to do.

I have told you." he declared with
firmness, that I am slowly dying.
Nothing can save me. You have al-

leviated my pain. No physician could
do more."

As time pned the unfortunate man
won a hold upon my heart. So it was
with iulinito pain that I' saw tho ten-

tacles of death closing fast about him.
In my owerIessuess I reproached my-
self ami my beloved science. I became
low-spirite- d and dull.

"Doctor," ho said slowly and im-

pressively one day. "I shall die this
ereninir. Do not look 90 incredulous.
I understand my case better than you
could be expected lotlo. I wish to say
a few words of business to you anil to
thank you for your unremitting care.
In that cretofro you will liud a pack-
age. I wish you to take it and after I

m under the earth I desire you to
read it. Dispose of it as you think
best. That is all. I think now I will
sleep."

And he did sleep and never again
awakened.

After the quiet funeral at Roehtll
Mr. Somniers Informed mo that Oliver
was a man x)esrd of considerable
wealth and told me the surprising
news that in a will he had made a
short time before, he bequeathed the
bulk of it to me.

Very soon afterward I opened the
package Mr. Oliver had requested me
to take Jn charge. It consisted of a

cioseiy wriucu manuscript nnicn reau )

as follows:
J. Paul Oliver, was born in New

York City, and seven vears ago grad-nate- d

at Harvard College. Three
months later a malignant lever oerctt
rue of both parents. I was alone, pos-
sessed of a competency and with but
little disposition to embark in trade or
acquire a profession.

"I spent a year in Kuropo. Near its
close I met a party of Americans at
Paris. The most charming was Miss
Lire Ilainey. She was 'JO. and a wo-m- au

of rare accomplishments and won-

drous beautv.
I adored that woman, pressed my

nit vigorously, and to my supremo
happiness she accepted my hand and

.fortuue, declaring thai she had loved
too from the first. ,

Within a year after oar first meet-

ing we were "married and, complying

j is ni end to it but no. She will not dwell
uj'vit tu. uin lauici tin ft lift iuuuius
to tho fact that she is imprisoned hero until
tho storm shall cease, and that even after
that sho will not know what direction to
tuke to reach Ventry.

How dark it grows! Dlacker and blacker
frown tho heavens. Tho dimmest twilight
is all that is left of the day just done.
What w ill they think of her at th j Castle
With what a contemptuous sneer Katherine
will hint at tho barbarous bad taste of those
who can plunge so unreasonal ly a whole
household into a stato of apprehension for
tho sako of their own idle whims! And be-

sides
Great Heaven! what is that
Only tho report of a gun But coming

through the gathering darkness of the
descending night it strikes with a cold ter-
ror at her heart. And then all at once,
sho scarcely knows why, that past scene
upon the gravel sweep stands out before her
mental gao onco more. Once again the
dog's yelp of agony sounds in tho air; onsa
again Moloney is felled to tho ground; sho
scs him rise, and marks tho deadly threat
of vengeance in his eyes.

A fear, born of nothing, as true fear
sometimes is, becomes strong within her.
Her heait leuts fast, hor hands grow cold,
her cheek palos. How if that murderous
though ilent threat has beon even now ful-
filled! if even now he, her soul's lelovoJ,
lies powerless dead, with the heavy cruol
pattering rain falling falling always on the
dull insensate body.

It is tut a littlo thing after this to pict-
ure tho white ghastly upturned faco, with
tho dead searing eyes, and parted lips
showing tho gleaming toeth just a little.
Oh, Heaven! Oh! no, no, no!

Sho shudders violently, and flings out her
hands as though to ward off tho awful
sight; and, as sho thus stands trembling all
over, again that sharp sound rings through
tho darkness. She clutches tha doorway,
and with dilated eye stares outward, strain-
ing sight and hearing.

Again close at hand it now sounds
rins ut tho sharp crack of a rovolver.and
following on it tho bangof a brooch-loade- r.

To her un practiced ear loth souiuis are
alike, but lor all that instinct Is alert
within her, ai,d bolls up a warning hand,
niui not for on moment is she deluded by
the reasonable soluf:on of tho j roLdern that
Denis oa his homeward way has just
knocked over a brace of cock.

j Conquering a si kenlng sensatiin that
I comes very n ar to la:nting, she rushes im

petuously ut or tho hcu-- and through the
blinding rain makes her way to the spot
from whencj tho sounds havo corno. To
her surpr so a very short run brings her tc
a rise :n tho ground that betrays to her the
fact of a road that lies just below where
sho is standing. A high bank, topped by
furze bi:sho hides that part of the road
whero she now stands from the public way,
though a dilapidated gateway lower down
1 ermits her to seo where tho road runs. Al
she draws nearer to it sho con-
scious that broken sounds are beginning to
fall upon her car.; pmting breaths, mut-
tered curse, the swaying movements of
foot. In this moment sho knows as well at
though she can already see him that Denis
is on the road, clo. e to that I rokt n gate-
way, ond that he is fighting fiercely foi
d?ar life.

All at onco her faintness leaves her. A
cold chill rushes through her, hardening
every nerve. Sj ringing to tho top of th
high bank sho looks through the furze
bushes down on the road beneath, and sees

CHAPTER XXIII.
Tourszo fs it sort of armor t tio mind n nd

keeps no u?ir.leoino lmircsion from drivingtoo Jcep Info perception "
It Is Penis she sees first. He is facing

her; whdst his opponent who has grasped
him by the throit with a savage grip and
is straining every muscle to force him to tho
ground has his back to her. He is a
powerfublooking man, and even as Xorah
looks on, froren with horror, he makes an
cTort to bring down tho handle of the re-
volver he carries upon Delaney's head,
with the intent to hamuvr out his brains.

It is evidently a struggle that can not
last long. lelan.?y's face is already death-
like, rendered the more ghastly tocause of
the heavy drops of blood that are running
down it from a wound iu his fcrohead, and

'his coat is torn away from on arm that
hangs helple.--s by hi Hide. With the other
arm ho still holds his would le murderer,
and with the tenacity of his race is still
holding his own, when another would be
lying spent and insensible.

To North who is of his own blood and
who can soo for herself that unletts succor is
prompt the end is very near this sight
gives fresh courage. Her spirit rises
within her; she sots her teeth and looks
swiltly, keenly around her. A short,
h?avy stake, part of tho broken gateway,
catches her ee; tho loes no time; he
mo ros quickly towards it; to seize It 110U--lesnl-

to spring on e again to that high
part of tho hank that brings her right over
tho assaisin's head and within a foot of
him. take 1 her but a minute, and then!

With all the strength of her strong arms
she lifuth ) heavy piece of wood well above
Lar shoulder, and brinirs t dawn aU

scoundrel was he that I would never
have had even a business acquaintance
wiih him.

"I stood outside for several minutes
aeid then entered quietly. With a wild
cry of horror. Lire rushed toward me
with her arm outstretched, but I re-

pulsed her. and indignantly threw her
companion out of door.

"Then I turned to the cowering wo-

man. Not ono atom of pity remained.
In a voice as calm as usual I thus de-

nounced her: 'Madame, I have a name,
ono that my parents bore with honor
and that I have never shamed except
iu giving it to you. You shall not pub-
licly drag it in tho mire. w

you will accompany mo to Chicago.
There I will throw such safeguards
about you during tho rest of your nat-
ural life that you can not sin again. I
de this only because I am resolved to
save my father's name. One more
transgression and you shall die.1

'Wo came to Chicago, w here, under
the name by which I am known, we
took an unpretentious flat in nn un-

fashionable quarter. When I left New
York, I left the world behind me. A

stranger in a strange city my future
was to carefully guard my family
honor.

"Three months parsed. During this
time the only acquaintance I formed
was Henry Somniers. and I only knew
him by accident. During that time I

never left our apartments except on
necessity and then I locked Lire within.
We kept no servant, our meals were
sent from a restaurant, wo visited no
one, formed no acquaintance, attended
no theaters or races as had been our
former custom. This was not living,
it was a painful existing.

"Lire did not bear this new and con-
stant surveillanco with composure. At
times she would burst forth in a
passion, and beseech me to let her go
forth, to kill her or do anything to end
her present miserable life. Gladly
would I have sent her out if I could
have saved my name from dishonor.

One night about three months ater
our flight to Chicago, I was suddenly
aroused from deep sleep to alert wake-
fulness. At my side stood Lyre, look-

ing like nn angel with a crown of golden
hair. As my eyes opened 1 saw
her pour the contents of a vial into tho
water bottle from which I invariably
took a nightly draught. Maddened by
memories and brooding aud disap-
pointed love. I sprang toward her
and confronted her in her crime.
Denial was useless. I forced her to
coufess that she had placed poison iu
my draught. The insidious drug she
had obtained from a Hindoo the year
before our marriage. It was a subtle
poison. (tiven iu small doses the
victim failed slowly, but surely. Given
in large quantity, death was immedi-
ate. Calmly she confessed that she
had been administering the poison
to mo gradually, that 1 was slowly
dying and that no power on earth
could restore me. She freely admitted
that she would have killed me long be
fore, had I, as she expected when she
married me. made a will in her favor.
She was a revelation lo me. For the
first time she cast aside all hypocrisy
and appeared iu all her hideousness.
She declared she loathed me. aud pre
ferred death a thousand times to the
wretchedness of being imprisoned with
me.

"I was dying by inches. Now was
explained the lassitude and weariness,
the sudden sharp pains I could not
understand. Enraged and furious as
I was over her diabolical confession
I yet could reason. Taking my pistol
from beneath my pillow, where I had
invariably placed it at night since 1

had learned her treachery, and in my
left hand holding my watch, I looked
steadfatly at the crouching woman
and said:

"If within five minutes you have
not swallowed the contcuts of the little
box you hold. I shoot you. Choose
your death.

"A look of Infinite terror spread over
her countenance, jet angelic iq its con

desired tho air-brak- may bo turned j

on by the same signal, providing for
the safety of tho train even against the

'

engineer a carelessness or possible in-

capacity. Af. y. Lttlcr in Boston Ad'
Vtrticf.

Wood Paving In Paris.
Wood paving is so popular in Paris

that the inhabitants will not hear to
any other. It is noiseless, can always
be kept perfectly cleau, ami support
the heaviest traffic without difficulty.

Being conceited Is thd only sitlstao--


